THE   EPIC   OF   CAPTAIN   SCOTT

them out on the sledge while they marched.
Everyone agreed that horse-flesh cooked with
pemmican made the best stew they had ever
tasted*

Scott was hoping that travelling conditions
would gradually improve as they got further
out on to the Barrier. In the lee of the moun-
tains they were in a calm area. What they
needed was a strong southerly wind, both to
improve the surface and to fill their sails;
and there was good reason to expect this wind,
for Shackleton had it day after day at this
stage of his journey. c Everything depends
on the weather. . . . There is little doubt
we are in for a rotten critical time going home,
and the lateness of the season may make it
really serious.5 So they watched the weather
anxiously, hoping for wind and fearing a
blizzard every time the sky tended to cloud
over.

On February 22nd they got a breeze from
S.S.E., and immediately the snow began
to drift and they lost the line of cairns. They
were less than two days from the Lower
Barrier Depot, and they could not be certain
whether they were to the right or the left of
the track, nor if the weather would clear in
time. It was an uncomfortable moment, but
e it is satisfactory to note that such untoward
events fail to damp the spirit of the party.
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